202                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

Paris August 8th or loth.    I hope to find
you quietly in some solitude.

CCXLII.

PARIS, August 21, 1861.
DEAR friend, I have arrived at last, not
in too good a state of preservation. I do
not know if it is because I ate too much
turtle soup, or because I ran too much in
the sun, but I have again those pains in the
stomach which had left me for a time. They
come in the morning at five o'clock and last
for an hour and a half. I suppose that when
one is hanged one suffers in that way. Our
Imperial Commission for the Universal Ex-
position is at work. We are making prose
to persuade people who have pictures to
lend them to us, in order that we may send
them to London. It is a passably indiscreet
proposition, and most collectors are Carlists
or Orleanists, who think it is a pious thing
to refuse. I fear we shall not make a good
appearance in London next year. We shall
exhibit only the works done in the last ten
years, while the English will exhibit thet dressmaker had made their
